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or Leningrad—whichever you like to call it, following
as Sam Weller said " the taste and fancy of the speller "—
was a place that I always hated : in. fact, I should not
have been sorry for the plough to go over it. Moscow
was, and still is, a nome—some one else's home it may
be, but anyhow a home—and here one knows that one
is at the heart of the Russian people, which, whatever
it is called, is still the Russian people. "When I was a
student in Moscow in 1898,1 used, for the sheer sake of
the sense of home in it, to walk through the Kremlin
every day ; and now, though the Kremlin has returned
to its early role as a fortress—this time the fortress of
Communism—I was constantly walking past it and all
round it, and from my hotel I had a foil view into it.
There it stood, just as before, though now turned to
different uses. The only notable difference was that a
large gilt star was fixed to the top of each of the main
gates or pinnacles, but this one soon gets used to. And,
generally speaking, though numbers of the churches in
Moscow have been closed, most of them are still there,
so that the familiar view of the city remains. More and
more, as my stay continued, the thing which stood out
was Russia and the Russians, which were always there
and always will be; and USSR, with its principles
and its policy and its press, seemed to me to be something
not essential to it, though not necessarily discordant,
which was placed so to speak on its surface. This was the
first and the last thought of my visit.
I was constantly roaming the streets in this way, going
through the big shops, watching the streams of buyers
and noting the great accumulation of stores of every
kind. My general impression was almost the same as

